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Uncle  Sam 

Mrs  Sara  i  Ridley  oh  1 

Let  each  dan  learn  to  know  Eitnse  f 

The  Young  Man  bred  a  CaTpentie^ 

The  Chnstma^  Log 

Down  in  Piccadilly  / 

Will  o’  the  Wisp 

1  know  a  Bank  ( 

A  little  m'Te  Cider  too 

Better  Late  than  Never 

Thou  art  so  near  and  yet  so  far 

Mamma  won’t  bring  me  OuV— — 

I’d  he  a  Soldier  still 

Answer  to  Gentle  Annie 

The  whole  Hog  or  none 

Pm  off  to  Charlestown 

Rigs  o  Barley 

Phoebe  Dearest 

General  Garibaldi 

Over  the  Sea 

What’s  a’  the  Steer  Kimmer 

Free  and  Easy 

Gentle  Annie 

Answer  to  Wait  for  the  Waggon 

Old  Bob  Kidley,  oh  ! 

VNGfiR 


A  CIQLL  EQTIUli  Q)? 

V..  *.  .  .  <  ......  t.  ! 


FAVuU ulX ii 


Consider  *e)re  >  on  cast  the  i 
If  you  yourself  be' pure  a 


White  foilff  l  pity  tTndie  dam !  ' 

I’ve  come  iipni  Old  Kentucky ; 

^•wwaittW  ■ 

Dere  an  fi&tfofiifidfi  States, 

So  I  raa  away  *M»ps«  the  w^s, ,  , 

Who  always  h«^<tbe  plaves.. 

/ 3 "';r',r 

A  runaway  have  1  am. 

Mhotf  'by  your  kiml  smiles  to  night 
Xi>u  pit y  Uucie  gam*  *  ; 


Enmple  shede  a  ,l 

Of  light in  at  m<  n  are  apt  to  borrow, 

So  first  improve  >  oiffseirto-day. 

And  t&tfl  i»|fraye  /UitliianUi  to^errow 

sjJTj  Itt tv  iji*?  3r;  s*3i  *>  *<*I  i 

H*U„t®,th*  Ve^BP^Siw <®«*  toore 

All  the  fi  rms  we  love  to  meet;  ,  > 

.  ^h?L4ifeM  1°  «u*  *•«*#>  ut:  i 

And  the  household  dog  a&puf1.  iect* 

Who  would  not  be 
In  the  circle  ot  gifce,  * 

When  heart  to  heart  if  *  z'" 

When  joy  breathe  piitr  ' "  ^  " 1 ! 

In  the  laughirigVhftht.  ;  j  >  v 
While  the  Chrfsttaafc log  is  buntihg.  ^ 

'He  one  of  the  failrjr  hoiirs  oMife,  1 
When  the  WorM  seems  all  of  light. 

Fhrt^thnghtpFwoe;  1 

Or  the  nam>  of?TO«.  vli  "  4  * 

Ne’er  darkens  tftfc  Wive  night. 

When  ttre^i  rsirfnfe  fplTthf 
Rings  round  the‘ heAltn,  ;  * 

Oh  where  is  the  sptrit  Ulnt’s  ipoving  f 


For  i  ™ 

In  dq  South  they  lyant  poor  Sain 
Blit  der  North  would  let  him  free ; 

Be  South  dey  keep  my  missus, 

Who  is  fU  fie  world  to  me  ! 

Llv,?  V  it-  White  Iblks,  me. 

Oh,  my  wife !  de  p^tyljfnnM  f  ; 

*he  came  “frohi  Old* ^  Vi^nfnV  j 
If  she  was  liete  I  should  Be  hA^i  ; 

With  my  sixtee.hpicckiifti^,  '  ‘ 

Hut  no  1  must  not  gri<bvd;!  ,  1  t:  * 

Some  da$‘  bhpe^to  she  -eitt,  “ :;-1  *  V  • 
So  now.  good  Adfcs%  IMI  tafcefirty  }&tre, 

A ttd'dbinh  trgaia  «noder  evbniYIg 

T  White  folks,  Ac. 


Let  each  Man Learn  lv<  Know 

Let  each  man  learn  to  know  KhnSelf, 
io  gain, thnt  kiiowled^  let  him  labnCr, 
Improve  those  failings  in  hiMeelf.  >  !  V 
Which  he  condthiftfe*  So^n -his  neighbour 
HoW iedie*&  out*  6wn‘fhults  wo  view. 

And  oonsc  ence  voice. adai.tly  smother, 
But  oh  how  harshly  we  review.  * 

Tae  self-same  errors  in  another. 

**  Chorus. 

Let  e«*,h  man  learn  to  know  himself. 

To  gain  H»at  knowledge  let  him  labour  • 
Improve  those  failings  in  himself. 

Whioh  he  condemns  so  iu  Lis  neighbour. 

A9d  when  you  meet  an  erring  one. 

Whose  deeds  ate  blameablc  A  thoughtless, 


Wisp.  : 

When  n;ght’s  dirk  mantle  bath  covered  all, 
1  oome  in  fire  array’d ;  /  ^  T  /  > 

Many  a  victim  Tv*8een&}t> 

Or  fly  from  me  dismay’d^  '  >  >  ,• 

“  W  iy-o’-the-wiip,”  they  trembling  orjr  j 
•  W  ili-o'-t  he-  wisp,  *ti»  h< •  ]  ” 

To  mark  their  fright,  as  off  they  fly, 

Is  merry  sport  for  me*  ^  j  *  « 

I  dance.  I  dance,  I'm  here,  I’m  there ; 

.Who  tries  to  catch  me,  catches  bat  air. 
The  mortal  who  follows  me.  follows  in  vein# 
For  I  . laugh  ha,' ha  I 
I  laugh,  ho;  ho!  ! 

I  laugh  at  their  folly — I  laugh  at  their  pain 

Many  a  traveller  I  deceive,  ,T4J' \ 

And,  with  -their  parting  breath, 

I  hear  them  dall  in  vain  for  help.  /  1 

And  dance  round  theo|  in  dea; h. .  . 

*  Will-o’-the-wisp,”  they  trembling  cry  t 
-  Wili-y-the-WisgV’tishel’V 
To  mark  their  shriek,  as  they  sink  and  die, 
Is  merry  sport  to  me.  *  ! 


To  think  how  we  woVld  be, 
w  When  %e’re  mad*  ipto  cider. 


Thou  art  so  nsiir  and  yet  so  far. 

I  know  an  eye  so  softly  bright, 

That  glistens  like  a  star  of  night ! 

My  soul  ft  draws  with  glances  kind, 

To  Heaven  8  blue  vault,  aUfd  there  I  find^ 
Another  star,  a«  pure  ernd  clear  . ...  ,  y 

As  that  which  mildly  sparkles  here.* 

Beloved  ye,  beloved  star,  v  x 

Thou  art  so  near  and  yet  so  Q pc.1 

That, eye  so  soft  like  violets  blue,  r  ;  ** 1 
A  treasure  bear  9  ofHmorhttig  dew $  * ; 

And  when  its  light  entranced  I  see,  .7, 
What  joy,  whaf  -  pidit  possesses  Me  ! '  ; 

A  world  were  I  .would  gladly  dwell,* 

In  that  bright  orb  Tlbve  so  well/, 

JfelpVjtd  eyc,<fcc. 

If  dosed  at  last  thht  radiant  eyd  should  be, 
No  more  the  day  will  dpwn  for  me,  ,  ,, 

If  right  should1  dim  its  Wiring  light.  .  4 
Oh  then  for  ever,  ever  ’twill  be  night  !  . 

Those  eySS  thiSt  brightly,  softly  shine, 


A  little  more  Cider  too* 

I  love  the  *  hite  gal  and  the  black, 
And  I  love  all  the  rest ; 

I  love  the  girls  for  loving  ine, 

But  I  love  myself  the  best; 

Oh  dear,  I  am  so  thirsty; 

I’ve  just  been  down  to  supper  ; 


For  me  the  sun  and  moon  combine. 

r  /  Beloved  eye 


Td  be  a  Soldier  still. 

Might  I  march  thro’  Ufe  again.  * 
In  spite  of  ev’ry  by-gone  ill, 

To  the  end  of  life’s  campaign, 

I  would  be  •  soldier  still, 

1  have  laugh’d  in  peril’s  &ce,; 

Or  a  comrade’s  tomb  I’ve  wept, 
And  ’midst  the  waking  warfare, 
Of  the  blood-stained  fiel^l  I’ve  a 


1  drank  three  pails  of  apple-jack, 

And  atubof  apple  butter. 

Chorus. 

Oh,  a  little  more  cider  too, 

A  little  more  cider,  too, 

A  little  more  eider  for  Miss  Dinah 
A  little  more  cider,  too. 

When  first  I  saw  Miss  Snowflake, 

’ T was  on  Broadway  1  spied  her;  4y 
I’d  give  my  hat  and  boots,  1  would,  < 
if  i  could  been  be  ide  her. 

She  looked  *  t  me,  I  looked  at  her, 

And  then  1  mossed  the  street ;  •/„ 

And  then  she  sai^  to  ine — 

A  little  more  cider,  sweet,  „ 

Oh,  a  little  more  cider, 

Oh,  I  wish  1  was  an  apple, 

And  Snowflake  Was  another ; 

Oh.  what  a  pretty  pair  we’d  make,  a 
Upon  a  tree  together. 


d  i  Might  I  mari 

I  have  seen  the  pale-faced  moo*. 
Shining  a  hero’s  grate,;  J 
Where  a  gallant  heart  lay  cold. 
Once  the  noblest  of  the  brave. 
I  saw  that  soldier  fall. 

And  t  he  tear  that  dil’d  his  eye, 
’Tis  all  I  ask  of  glory,  ; 

For  my  country  eo  to  die. 


.*h» . 


r&*m, 


ShonJilaJiyof  jou,,wlUt«  folk*  :•'>/  . 

Fee!  inclined  to  range  ; 

In  England  you  had  better  step, 

Nor  think  of  such  a  change. 

Where  freedom  is. a  blessing,  , 

For  slavery  fhey  shun  - 
But  when  their  monkey’s  op  they.,  go, 
The  whole  hog  or  none..  . 

Oh  lor  gels, 


The  whole  Hog  or  none. 

Tm  All  the  WAy  {front  Yankee  land, 

■  t  Tq  England  Fve  jufft  oome  ;  <•* ' 

I’ve  long’d  to  she  fnd  Britishers, 


,  Rig$  o' Sartop. 

It  was  upoua  Lammas  night, 

W  hen  corn  rigs  Are  bourne, 
Beneath  the  nioon’k  unclouded  light 
I  held  awa  to  Annie ; 

The  time  flew  by  wi’  tentless  heed. 

Till  ’tween. the  late  and  ear  ly,  t 
Wi’  small  persua^iou  she  agreed, 

*  To  see  me?  through  the  barley. 


be’a  bound  to  go 
;  or  none. 


Now  p’raps  you  white  folks  never 
T ne  Yank ee  steamers  race  ; 

3y  gpUy  tnev  go  any  hoW, 


With  the  Dulgine  they  keep  p066»  > 

And  when  the  boiler  burst, 
tip  the  folks  do  come’,  ' 

And  like  the  railways  here  they  go, 

The  whole>hog  or  hone. 

^  Oh  lor  gals,  <fea 

The  Northern  and  the  Southern  States, 

^  Are  kicking  up  a  row ; 

out  who  will  gain  the  day  at  last, 

%  It  shortly  shall  know. 

They  had  a  runaway  fight, 

'  r  At  a  place  they  call  Bull’s  Run  ;  i . : 

But  John  Bull  would  make  ’em  go 
if  v  The  whole  hog  or  none 

Oh  lor  gals,  Ai» 

i*.  ■  »  rf  ‘  ■ ... 

In  Rotten  Row  the  young  swells, 
y-  >  They  out  it  rat  her  fost ;  ;  rs  *  .  ’ 

They  stare  at  the  fair  sex  you'll  see, 

K;  They  a#e*npt  short  of  brass. 

The  pretty  little  horse  breakers, 

*d;  »!iSr^Wng^eart8  they  are,, by  gulp  ! 

For  in  Rotten  Row  they’re  sure  to  go 
•l  Vi  '30#  ybele  bog  or, bom*  ,r  '  vj 
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He  figfits  to  set  the  peop'e  free. 

He  fights  to  gain  their  liberty, 

Sardinia  does  him  loudly  cheer, 
fiicily  pries  y<>u  are  hfre, 

And  every  village  "he  comes  near, 

Thw  welcome  Garibaldi,  m  :;c  - 
More  brave  than  Bosey  was  'lift  tlUe, 
Or  Wellington  of  Waterloo,  rr <  (  *  f 
Ihere  never  was  kndwn  upon  the  land, 
A  braver  arid  a  better  mair;  f 
He  fights  for  honour  in  Freedom's  cause 
Anri  tramples  down  oppressive  latrs. 
He'll  deal  the  tyrant  fatal  blows. 

Will  General  Garibaldi. 

Chorus;  r  vb  * 
Here's  Garibaldi,  three  times  thrife 
The  noble  friend  of  Liberty, 

He  will  gain  a  glorious  victory,  ; 
Brave  General  Garibaldi;  i 


Lie  saw  ellington  to  the  back  bone 
He  fighting  will  not  J&tte  alone. 
Freedom's  TOg  he  will  rinfiirl. 

For  liberty  all  o’er  the  Vorld  ; 

Onward  to  the  field  he'll  go, 

Where  he  will  conquer  every  foe 
A  heiW  as  we  may  suppose. 

Brave  General  Garibaldi. 

Chorus. 

For  Freedom  oil  ltal  a’s  ground. 

Proud  Italy  he  travels  round. 

And  tramples  tyrants  to  the  ground. 
Brave  General  Garibaldi, 

fle  made  the  kmg  of  Naples  jnmpL 
He  fired  a  turnip  at  his  rump. 

Then  knocked  him  over  a  cabbage-stump 


What’s  a’  the  Steer  Kmuqet? 

What’s  ,a’  the  steer,  kimmer,  what’s  is’  the 
steer ? 

Jamie  he  has  landed,  and  soon  he  wtil  he 
here  ;  i'l 

yourboddice  blue,  lassie,  laoe  your 

• —  ^ 1  — i 

*”^w» 

Sunday  claes,  and  trim  your  cap 
heart,  kimmer,  right 


Gae  lace  ’ 

boddice  blue, 

Put  on  your 
anew; 

For  I’m  right  glad  & 
glad  o’ heart* 

I  hae  a  bonny  breast-knot,  and  for  his  sake 
I  weer't, 

6m’  Jamie  hae  come  hame,  I  hae  no  cause 
to  fear, 

Bid  the  neebours  all  come  down,  and  wel¬ 
come  Jamie  here. 

For  I'm  right  glad,  k 

Where’s  Roland  Todd,,  lassie  ?  run  and  fetoh 
him  here, 

Bid  him  bring  his  pipes,  lassie,  bid  him  tune 
'em  clear ;  ^ 

For  we'll  taste  the  h&rley-mow,  and  we'll 
;  foot  it  to  and  fro, 

Sin*  Jamie  hae  come  hame  we'll  give  him 
hearty  cheer. 

What’s  ar  the  steer,  kimmer,  what’s  a’  the 
steer? 

Jamie  he  has  landed;  apd  soon  he  Will  he 
here-;*5'  • 

Bid  Allen  Ramsey  run.  did  him>  Mil  the 

fotted  deer—  ‘  m 

Oh,  the  neebours  little  k«t  h«ifr*iftlwel* 
eome  Jamie  here. 

What’s  a’ the  steer?  <U> 


Gay  and  happy,  prOUd  and  free.” 

Brave  General  Garibaldi, 
lie  means  to  ctpsh  despotic  laws. 
He  means  to  fight  in  Freedom’s  o 
He  means  to  crush  It  tyrant  king. 
And  every  rdgue  to  Justice  bring] 
Freedom,  Rig  t  arid  Liberty, 

In  Naples  and  in  Sicily, 

Hay  Heaven  gr^nt  a  victory. 


garibaldi’s  troops  marched  up  benliftd, 
When  she  got  shot  in  her  crinoline. 

By  General  Garibaldi. 

Long  lias  the  subjects  been  oppressed, 
Long  have  they  wept  and  felt  distress, 
Long  have  tr  ey  suffered  care  and  pain, 
Garibaldi  does  not  fight  for  gain;.  / 


\ 


I 
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But  white  folk  1  beg  yoall 
not  forget, 

PatJ  am  free,  and  am  to  let ; 

I  don’t  mean  to  be  let  alone, 

'Cos  all  Fee  got,  is  all  my  own. 

Don’t  put  me  down  as  a  darky 
dunce, 

jPop  yonng  lad*  don’t  speak 
all  at  once ; 

l  am  well  worth  what  I  most 

r  deserve, 

Wid  me  first  come,  is  de  first 
serbe. 


Gentle  Annie. 

Thou  w>lt  come  no  more,  gen¬ 
tle  Annie, 

Like  a  flower  did  th  spirit 
depart ;  * 

Thou  art  gor  e,  alas !  like  the 
many. 

That  have  bloontfd  fr 
summer of jny heart. 

We  have*  roamed  and  lov'd 
’mid  the  bowers, 

When  tfrr(  downy  cheeks 
were  in  t  Wr  bloom ; 

Now  1  stand  alone ’mid  the 
ihefichrers 

Wh  le  they  mingle  their 
perfumes  o’O*  thy  tomb. 

Shall  we  never  more  behold 

tM*  '  '  .1:1  1  •*  I, 

Never  hear  thy •«  winning 
voice  again ; 

When  the  spring  time  comes 
gentle  *nnie, 

When  tike  wild  flowers  are 
scatter’d  o’er  the  plain. 

An*  fcr 

The  moon  and. stars  shine  as 
bright,  gehtlj  Annie, 

As  when  you  were  by  my 
side ;  .  '  .  ( 

What’s  the  moon  and  stars  to 
me  gentle  Annie. 

Since  you  never  Will  be  my 
bride.  :  J 

Oh !  gentle  Annie,  thou  art 
sleeping, 

’Neath  the  dreary yew  tree's * 
shade,  ^  - 

While  I,  my  love,  for  thee 
am  weeping,  *  /  ■* 


The  Ypfc  Bftn  br<#  % 
Carpentier. 

My  love  he  is  a  saUepr-boy. 

gallant  and  bold, 

He’s  as  tall  as  a  flag-staff. 

scarcely  nineteen  years  p)d| 
For  te  cruise  around  this  wide 

world,  he  has  left  bis  pwn 
: ,  dear, 

And  my  heart  it  is  a  hustipg, 
because  he’suot  here. 

k-  -n  i,:’ jrjk*4*7 '  ■  "  *  ■ 

:  For  his  spirit  was  tremendous 
Ana  fierce  to  behold  ; 

In  a  ycuug  man  bred  a  cw- 
pentier. 

Only  nineteen  years  eld. 

Hisparteute  they  bounded  jhlca 
„  for  to  be  A  wpeutier, 

Bot  h  seafaring  life  he  dH> 
very  much  prefer ; 

For  h>?  spirit  was  Ntremen  ions 
an  i  fierce  to  behold, 

In  a  young  man  bred  a  carpen- 
tier,  only  nineteen  years  old 
For  his  spirit,  da. 

My  buzwim  it  is  toeing 
like,  the  rolling  sea. 

Fpr  fear  that  his  affogtUut? 

don’t  still  po;nt  to  me  i 
For  a  sweetheart  can  be  found 
in  any  port.  I’m  told, 
Especia  ly  for  a  youhg  ma; 
only  nineteen  years  old. 

For  hia  spirit,  Ac.  i 

And  it’s  wh,  for  my  tarter*  f 
grieve  and.  repine,  « 
For  Suit  this  young  man  am 


**  '  Jack  Hannan ; 

And  for  winding  up  da  belt 
affairs, 

Nett  I’m  going  to  belt  Tom 
Sayers. 


Mfs.  Sarah  Ridley,  oh ! 

Ob.  white  folk  I’m  just  from 
New  Tork,  ? 

So  about  myself  gib  me  leab 

f  tp- talk  |  i 

ypem  ole  Bob  Rfdley  I  took 
my  way, 

’Cos  he  neber  let;  me  hab  my 

-  '•  -  say.: 

,  GfaoruS. 

I  am  Sefah  Ridley,  oh  t 
Wife  tools  Bob,  oh! 

I  am  Sarah  Ridley,  oh ! 
V?*  S^rah  Ricfley,  o\>  1 

De  reason  I’se  co^ne  over  here 
Was  beease  the  -cibil  war  1 

-  fear ; 

To  cibil  by  half  fir  me  to  bear 
l  didn’t  wait  to  g£t  my  Share. 

Dere’s  a  row  wid  de  Tankee 
States,  ,  , 

About  de  slabc  trade  dey  de¬ 
bate;  ,  V/  J...i 

But  ole  England  am  de  State 
for  me. 

Where  Queen  Vfotorla  make 
all  slabe  free. 


Ah!  the  hours  grow  sad  while 
1  ponder, 

Near  the  spot  where'thdU 
art  laid;1  v,  ■* 

And  my  heart  bows  down 
when  I  wander, 

By  the  streams  aAd  mea¬ 
dows  where  We  stray’d.  *>  t 


Old.  Bab  Ridley .  oh ! 

l’se  come  to  chuck  a  challenge 
out. 

Don’t  care  to  whom  or  what 
about;  r'-  ' 

Dare  am  no  man  or  bery  few, 

Cap  do  de  tings  dat  I  can  do. 

Dft  Bob  Ridley,  oh  ! 

I  o  nigger’s  been  where  I  has 
*  been, 

Or  seen  de  sights  that  I  has 
seen ; 


never  be  mine  ;  ' 

All  the  wealth  of  the  Indies, 
in  silver  and  gold, 

I  would  give  for  my  jailor. hoy 
only  nineteen  years  old. 
For  his  spirit,  At  t 


m 


Down  in  Piccadilly, 


Mus;c  published  by  Foster  and  Co.,  I®i 
Hanovei  Street.  Regent  Street,  W* 

I’m  fond  of  pretty  girls. 

Whose  lovely  glances  burk  US, 

Sweet  et  1  e’er  met, 

Was  down  by  Regent  Circus ; 

Eyes  as  blacMs  sloes,  ^  n  -;r> 

They  almost  knocked  me  silly  v, 

As  I  met  her  round  the  oorner, 

Down  in  Piccadilly. 

Too  ral  loo  ral,  Ae. 

I  scarce  knew  what  to  do, 

I  felt  in  such  a  tremor, 

So  1  raised  my  hat  and  said,  .  r ,  _ 

“  How  do  you  do,  Miss  Emma?**  - 
Says  she  “  There’s  some  mi«take. 

My  name  happens  to  be  Milly.  1 
Said  1, 44  Never  mind  your  name, 

Ret’s  walk  down  Piocadilly.” 

Too  ral  loo  ral,  Ac.  . 

With  a  dear  bewitching  smile,  \ 

She  said,  *•  Oh  l  certainly  I  will  sir. 

As  she  took  my  arm  I  I0it, 

A  most  delightful  thrill,  sir.  1  7  t 
As  in  thy  tace  she  looked, 

Said  1  to  myself, 44  Billy, 

Tour- precious  goose  Is  cooked. 

As  sure  as  you're  in  Piccadilly. 

Too  rai  loo  ral,  to. 

At  first  we  were  quite  coy. 

But  on  our  friendship  warming. 

We  talked  of  loves  and  doves. 

In  manner  quit®  alarming. 

Thinks  1  my  time  it  come, 

I'll  have  her,  willy-nilly, 

Around  her  my  arms  1  flung, 

Down  ito' Piccadilly.  j  ■ 

Too  ral  ral,  flo 

:-r  :  t'.T* 

I  was  almost  mad  with  joy*  >./*  j 
As  in  my  arms  1  caught  her. 

When  an  old  chap  passTd  and  said, 

M  You’re  cuddling  of  my  daughter— 
Take  that !  and  tkat!  ana  that ! 

You  scoundrel,  I  will  kill  ye  1* 

And  roiled*me  in  the  gutter, 

Down  in  Piccadilly, 
e*  Too  ral  lee  ral,  A* 

I  was.  up  just  like  a  shot, 

The  Crowd  began  to  jeer  me, 

0o  I  west  it,  right  and  left. 

Into  the  first  chap  near  me. 


A  pTiceman  pass’d  and  said,  ty 

*  Now  oome  along*  now*  will  ye? 

And  hi  higg’d  me  to  the  station-house. 

In  Vine-street,  Piccadilly. 

v  Too  ral  loo  ml,  he. 

•  c,  i  ■  '  * '  -  *  ■  * 

I  was  kapt  theft  all  the  night; 

It  seemed  to' me  a  week,  sir. 

At  ten  o’clock  next  morning,  ■ 

?:  I  Waft  brought  before  the  *  beak,  sir, 

1  was  dragg’d  into  the/ dock,  •  f  . 

All  shivering  and  chilly,  tv 
.  And  charged  with  kicking  up*  row* 

Down  in  Piccadilly. 

(I  t  Too  ral  loo  ral*  Aa.  ^ 

The  old  man  told  thw  weak. 

His  daughter  ho  had  found  her, 

Near  Piocadilly  pump,  and  that 
:  I’d  got  my  arms  around  her. 

The  case  was  ^1  early  proved, 

And,  in  a  voice  quite  teilly.  v  * 

The  beak  he  bound  me  down;  >. 

-  To  keep  tbe;  peace  in;  Piccadilly.  •  > 

i  Too  ral  ,Joo  ral,  Ae. 

I  was  almost  as  pleased, 

As  if  Pd  iciiad  a  sliilling, 

So,  says  I,  “  I’ll  keep  the  piese, 

That  is  if  ihe  piece  is  willing.” 

Says  he, 44  What  do  you  mean?” 

Says  I,  *1  mean  bliss  Milly—” 

Says  she,  “Then  n  ime  the  day  —  ” 

Says  1, 41  This  day  week,  in  Piccadilly 
Too  ral  loo  ral,  Ae. 

1 

We  married  wer^fOf  course, 

And  the  picture  of  true  loves  are. 

We  ne’er  get  crabb’d  or  cross. 

But  like  two  t  irtle-doves  are. 

Our  first  Son  people  said, 

That  I  should  christen  “Willy.” 

But,  to  celebrate  the  happy  day, 

I’ve  called  him  “  Piccadilly  ” 

Too  ral  loo  ral,  Ao. 


I  know  a  Bank. 

Music  published  by  Horn. 

I  know  a  bank  whereon  the  wild  thyme 
blows-r- 

Where  oxlipa  and  the  nodding  violet  ^r<W ; 

There  sleeps  the  fairy  queen,  some  time  of 
night, 

LalTd  in  these  flowers  with  dances  sad 
delight. 


4-.ioiLhOTIO» 

■"  LJlA  I _ -•i-i 


OF  F  A  VO  0  R  I  f  fii  WHIG* 


\ ;  - Bftttet  JLate  thin  N-over.  • 

What  fqliy  itjsVor  p»*u  toifret !  ' 

>*  ^AiWPwk»t£  Ills'  diysttpiplfig;1 ; '  1 
Care  not  though  the  sun  be  set, 

He  still  is  somewhere  shining 
The'ilo^rtsTthatfnover  round  him  now, 
Will  not.be  there  ibr  ?vfer ; 

•t  »TOMMWflt>OTlui  bjs  w|<n  >•» 

■  And  better  fate  than. neiresf."1'  >  » 

v4-«  ^ '  .. y'1 

Why  then,  why,  . 

Nut  use  the.  strong  endeavour, 

Though  rough’s  tftd  road  we  journey  now, 

’Tie  tittle  gain  to  have  a  plough  .  ;  y 
Wit  hout  the  hand  to  gujde  it?  i  /  w  ;1  , 
k M.  Frailand  slender  gossamer  thread, 

A  breath  of  wind  may  iever,  ■,* 

>  ? 'So  better  late  thin  never. 

..  ;  r  1  S}*V  W>i  T 

Should  fbrbune  fty  ye—still  praSSOd,  r  ^  ~ 


ul  eloped.  Would  serVe  to  a  right, 
And  Jonii  the  &roora  when  riding  ool 
Declared  ms  ought  to  bring  me  out 

Height* !  ph,  d$a$,.  what  shad  I  do— 
Gentlemen,  I  appeal  to  you  „  4 
Yonr  dpipiqns,  prejudice  without, 
lf  fifc  for  ma,  to  bring  me  out.  x 

But  obi!  how  jojous  i t  would  be 
A  gentleman  to  fandymei  ‘ 

Mamma  (jhaui; Would*  do  without,  /! 
My  husband  he  would  bring  meoUt. 

•I  *j»c .t  12 .1 :  :  '*•'  ,r 

a  *i  .That  would  be  so  charmings 
u . i  That j  wpuld  .fee  so  charming,  m 
That  would  bp  eocharming,  % 
_ Nowwfejwill  bringmeoutt 


oci*  J 


All  thought*  of  failiiri  spurning, -  v  • 
The  lane  is  long  and  straight  indeed, 
That  has  no  end  or? turning.  -  .• 

*Tis  not  the  wish;  that  makes  men  great, 
J>Tis  works  proclaink  them  clever, 

A  battle  won,  thsougb  wrejng  begun, 

’Tis  better  late  thad  nevfer,  v*  ,  >.  ; 

til  1  t,  t,  ,  *-•  a.  -I'.::*-.  b  \t. *' :  t  j  # 

'rhea  onward  be  the  watchword  still, 
v.  Each  on  himself  relying* 

The  wa:M  comes  friendly  with  the  will, 
r  There’s  nothing  lost  oy  trying,  ^  ^ 
So  if  success  we  can't  comiband^ 

Vi,  To  gain  it  letfs  ended? our,  ^ 

lfaru  great  or  email,  if  gained  at  all. 

’Tis  better  late  than  nevtr. 

•‘‘Mamma  won't  bring  me  Out 

Air— u  Early  in  the  Morning.” 
i,  Oh  !  lam  in  a  horrid  pei.  1  v  -  ’ 
Mammas  are  snoh  a  stupid  set, 

The  liveddng  day  I  fret  fnd  pout;  ^ 
Because  mamm^  won'$  bf ingln*  out, 

Height*  1  it’teo  provbking, 

V  jaeighei  tt^sorpt^vokiwi: 0  ? 

Heigho !  k'« so  provoking, 

My  ma,  won't  bring  me  out,  ’ 

blfiy^y  s^een  I  shall  b«, 


ii'g  enou^Ji  for  twsuty-lhree, 
proportion  .M#  stout,  ‘ 


Vm  off  to  Charhttown. 

My  AIiim  and  my  mi  tees  ban  bath  • 

gone  iwaj, 

OoLt  to  the  Sulpher  sprtag  a  the  Mil* 
mo/  month  to  sf ay; 

And  while  ti.ejr’re  off  tog  odder  wn  a  - 
little  kind  of  spree, 

1*11  be  off  Charlestown  do  pretty  gads 
to  see. 

I*®  off  to  Charlestown  early  in  de 
inoruin  ■  '  '  “ 

I'm  off  tO'CharlesroWn  and  lfrtletittie 
to  stay: 

«o  fire  my^bpkdito  all  de  pretty 
ysller  gals,-  .  JV-I. 

1m  off  to  Charlestown  before  .de 
break  qf  day. 

My  Nell  she  war’d  her  h  andkerchief 
afore  sue  let  me  go, 
riMtiogdown  d.Tibber  wid  my  ol. 
bango:  1 

I  stood  and  gaz'd  upon  her  and  wipe  ‘ 
away  a  H*t,  "  >  <:*'*■■'  '**  -  •1 

l>e  last  words  shf said  to  me  was  fare 
yoa  Wiii;  My  rfear.  r 

It  began  to  ra*** little,  de  night  trae 
Uarry dark,  , 

I>e  niggers  dey  get  frighted,  de  dege 
begin  *10  bttfkt  ■+  » 

De  eooa  he  scar'd  de  bmaxard,  de/ 
buaaard  star’d  de  ooon, 

And  day  ail  kept  up  a  ruanidgtiUt*  - 
morrow  auernoon, 

Quuieetown  is  a.pretty  place,  de  gal* 

Dey  tin  so  slhoder  rowed  do  Waist 
and  pretty  in  de  feet; 

I'd  rather  kiss  my  yaller  den  all  de 
gals  I  eber  s^e, 

Cease  her  breath  isf  like  hn  orange 
iloisom  hanging  on  de  tree* 

^  J^fiarc$t.~i  .  . 

Fhoeb*,deaUst,  bell  oh!  tkll  Me, 

May  I  h<  pe  that  you'll  be  mine? 
Oh?  let  ho  tet>ld  frown  i  epel  me; 

Leave  Me  not  With  grief  to  pine. 
'Ihmigh  'tistbfd  in  homely  fashion, 
Fhoebe,  trust  tha  tale  I  tell — 
ft* ver  wa*  truer  purer  passion 

Xh.»n  within  this  heart  doth  dwell^ 

iLong  I've  watched  each  rare  perfec* 
lion  r  .  • 

Stealing  o'er  that  gen tle  bme^  t' 

Till  respect  become  affection,— 

Such  as  that  1  offer  d«w. 

If  >ou  love  we  and  will  hsveme, 

Trtfi  VU  be  in  weal  or  Wod; 
if  iipptbud  disdain  you  leave  me. 

For  a  soldier  I  will  go. 

Little  care  |he  broken  hearted 
Wjut  ttyeir  fate  by  land  or  tee; 
’Phoebe,  ifawe  once  ere  parted,  -  h 
Ooce  for  ever  it  will  be. 

-Say, then  ,**  Yes," or  blindly,  madly, 

I  will  rush  upon  the  foe ; 

And  will  welcome,  oh!  how  gladly  l 
•net  end  shell  that  leys  me  lew. 


Over  the  see. 


the  den, 

!!•••  Wbet  lf.  little  bhd  wtiie- 
P«r*d  to  me— 

Over  the  eettnvm5  the  eoe. 

Somebody^  coming  ere  long. 

Then  msrch,  march,  match, 
i  v  To  lnds'of  the  he&ker. 

Come  pooping  together. 

Come  march,  march,  march, 

Gallant  hearts,  valiant  Sod  etrengi 
Oh,  its  oyer  ttye  sea,  over  the  tea, 
ifefcr  What  a  bourne  bird  whisper’d 
•  "W.  •  ’  4o  me4- 

Over  tbe  see, to ver  theses,  yd', 
Somebody’s' coming  to  me* 

Over  the  sea,over  the  sea,  (free  me 
Too  long  my  laddie  has  wandered,/ 
Over  the  sea,  pver  the  sea, 

Now  he  Is  coming  once  more. 

?Uw  we  11  march,  march,  march,  1 
To  gi  act  him  once  more^ 

On  his  own  native  shore  ; 

Let  sis  march,  inarch,  match  , 

And  bear  him  in  triumph  along.  * 

'  Ob  its  hirer  the  sea,  over  the  see* 

<  Mohr  what  abonnie  bird  whisper'd 
to  me4— 

■  O^tr  the  tea,  over  the  see, 

•  Charlie  is  coming  once  more* 


Fred  end  Easy. 

.  iv  -J  ,  i’*i'  u  v  i 

Tw  the  led  ihat's  free  end  easy 
A  Wheiese’er  1  chance  to  be,  » 
And  j’M  do  the  best  to  pleas#  ye,  «* 
If  yep  will  but  list  to  mat:. 

So  l.t  th,  «or|d  jog  along  as  it  will," 
I'll  be  free  end  easy  sull. 

Syssc  there  Ore  who  mbet  their 
troubles,  4 

O  i hers  drown  their  epet  i  n  drink 
Al£  one's  trials  are  but  bubble*^ 
Fretting  forges  many  a  link* 

I  envy  neither  great  nor  wealthy, 
Pcyeftyi'li  ne'er  despise, 

Let  me  be  contented .  healthy , 

Alii  the  boPn  i'll  dearly  prize. 

The  great  have  cat  es  I  little  know  of 
All  tost  glitters  is  not  gole,  -  {, 
Merit  is .seldom  made  a  show  of, 

And  line  woi this  rarely  hold*  i 

>  Mt'S  V  •’  :■  •  •  r  •  •  , 

Why  then  waste  ear  time  fafrettipg 
ihe  koege&t  lane  must  haveea  mid 
indusuy  Strives  bard  in  getting  .  T 
Stores,  for  foots  and  knsveste 
•  sptiad- ;  U*-: 

‘  yni\ 

I  bare  far  adl,  yet  osre  for  no  man, 
Theee-who  mean  well  should  net  1 
fear. 

I  like  e  men,  end  love  a  woman, 

What  else  makes  this  life  so  dear* 


tr  fd  mni  for  th» 


Waggon.  ■") 

6y  L.  M. 


shtmld  ittt ’^poSit  the  day ; 
,Tki 'BiirH.jjia  ,  happy  oue, 

wttfe*  SMb  «p«  way  do  >uert 
HtM*f  Wlfl  Wtd  in,  coaatanl  tad. 
(>  iwwyUl.l  io.tm.sx 
#9  b.re'acoiiiaa  ih.  Wag,on, 

,  <  H.r.  ooma.  lb.  wagg.B,  ' 

Her.  come*  »*i,  w*gg<«. 

»ow  oil  to  «b*f ok  «d<ll  rid.. 

Too  took  m.  6am  ay  dw,ttfng.  and 

xit,  JRfl  ®*  f?om  «<tpb  friend. 
With  yon  it  is  henceforward  i  my 
eyery  hour  musispend ; 

I  lore;  you,  ahd  yen  f ldve  me,  se 
together- we'll^abid*,  T 
9ttt  he  re  comes  (he  ^kggon,  sojump 
npiandhaot  a  ride  i-< 

Toe,  here  comes  the  Wi^goa, 

Here  comet  the  waggon, 

7  a  Hem  comes  the  wag^rn. 

Jump  up  and  have  a  ride. 

’  .  f  ■  \j'  -ti  4  .i'  f  j  f 

And  when waare  naited«  end  around 
W  knees  shall  play  i  t 
With  waggon  of  t  toy-tiki  form, our 
•  '•  children thronge  the  day, 
WeTlkiM  their  nature  painted  cheeks 
*,  and  then  our; own  enevtoo, 
And.. pash  .their:  tidy  Chicle,  in 
... . .  .  workmsnsqipvso  true. 

And  think  pf  the  waggoh, 
v  Thhilt  of  the  wsggbh. 

Think  of  the  Wftgg  on, 

<  And  the  new  hUplpy  bride. 

yy-l  U  »0*OU»  . 

to  *>aid.n«  all.  w&o  dntAua  da- 
vote  v|  #isee  wee  Id  prove, 
Dedorw yOt  hkee  thedi,lfe  convinced 
:  yon’^e  gain'd  ike  heart's  pure 
' Kildte;  ’  JoiA  ■> 

And  lest  ( for  to  it  sometimes  proves 
ydo  a*  l!*ftMtf  tl «  ru#eh. 

B*  a*M  and  m  tb«  koia*,’  head, 
f  ar*'t«i«M  toWarda  tU  eimrek 
'  aVao  'M  tiftt  (t^  wkDfda, 

All  light  the  waggon. 

Ail  right  the  waggon. 

Jump  up  and  have  a  ride. 
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Iff*  off  to  Char  list  own. 

My  Mtftsa  and  my  minse*  have  both  ( 
gone  away, 

Gone  io  the  Suipber  springs  the  sum-  I 

n»er  month  to  stay;  I  * 

And  while  they’re  off  togedrter  oo  a 
little  kind  of  spree, 

1*11  he  off  Charlestown  <ie  pretty  gals 
to  see. 

I'm  off  to  Charlestown  early  in  de  ( 

moruin 

I’m  off  to  Charlesrown  and  little  time 
to  st*y: 

So  give  n»y  respect  to  all  de  pretty 
yalli  r  gals, 

l’n  off  t*>  Charlestown  before  do 
break  of  day* 

My  KelUhe  wav'd  her  handkerchief 
afore  sue  let  me  go. 

Floating  down  de  ribber  wid  my  ole 
bango:  * 

I  stood  and  gaz’d  upon  her  and  wipe 
away  a  tear, 

De  last  words  «i»«  said  to  me  was  fare 
you  well,  my  dear. 

ltbegan  to  rain  a  little,  de  night  was 
berry  dark, 

De  niggers  dey  get  frighted.de  dogs 
begin  to  barks 

De  eoon  he  scar’d  de  buzzard,  do 

buzzard  scar’d  de  coon,  I 

And  dey  all  kept  up  a  running  till  to  1 
morrow  afternoon*  I 

Charlestown  is  a  pr etty  place,  d*  gal* 
dey  dress  so  neat, 

Dey  am  so  slender  round  de  waist 
and  pretty  in  de  fset;  - 
I’d  rather  kiss  my  yaller  den  all  de 
gals  1  eber  see, 

Cause  her  breath  is  like  an  orange 
blossom  hanging  on  de  tree. 

Phoebe  Dearest.  ^ 

Phoebe,  dearest,  tell  ohl  tell  me, 

May  I  hope  that  you’ll  be  mine? 
Oh!  let  no  cold  frown  repel  me; 

Leave  me  hot  with  grief  to  pine. 
Though  'tis  told  in  homely  fashion, 
Phoebe,  trust  the  tale  I  tell — 
Never  was  truer  purer  passion 

Than  within  this  heart  doth  dwell . 

Lang  I’ve  watched  each  rare  perfec¬ 
tion 

Stealing  o’er  that  gentle  brow, 

Till  respect  became  affection, 

Such  as  that  I  offer  now. 

If  you  leve  me  and  will  hare  m«» 
True  I’ll  be  in  weal  or  woej 
If  in  proud  disdain  you  leave  me. 

For  a  soldier  I  will  go. 

Little  care  the  broken-hearted 
What  their  fate  by  land  or  sea, 
phoebe.  if  we  once  are  parted. 

Once  for  ever  it  will  be* 
lay, then ,"  Yes,”  or  blindly,  madly, 

I  will  rush  upon  the  foe  ; 
had  will  welcome,  ohl  bow  gladly! 
and  shell  that  la^b  me  hu« 


Over  the  if«. 

riVER  the  sea,  over  the  sea. 

Hear  what  a  little  htsd  tbh  . 
par’d  to  nv^— 

Over  the  sea,  over  the  sea. 
Somebody's  coining  ere  long* 

Then  march,  march,  march. 

Ye  lads  of  the  heather,  I 

Come  trooping  together, 

Come  march,  march,  march, 

Gallant  hearts,  valiant  and  strong 
Oh,  its  over  the  sea,  over  the  tea, 
Hear  what  a  bourne  bird  whisper’d 
1  tome—  .  , 

Over  tne  sea,  ovef  the  sea. 
Somebody’s  coming  to  na 

Over  the  sea,over  the  sea,  (free  me 
Too  long  my  laddie  has  wander’d 
Over  the  sea,  over  the  sea. 

Now  he  is  coming  once  more. 
Then  we  ll  march,  march,  march, 

To  greet  him  once  more. 

On  his  own  native  shore  ; 

Let  os  march,  march,  march, 

And  bear  him  in  triumph  along* 
Oh  its  over  the  sea,  over  the  sea. 
Hear  what  abonnie  bird  whisper'd 
to  Bit- 

Over  the  sea,  over  the  sea, 

Charlie  is  coming  once  move* 


Answer  to  Wait  for  the 
Waggon. 

By  L.  M.  Thornton. 

TF  heart  and  lips  united,  and  yen 
■*“  now  mean  all  yeu  say, 

X  cannot  see^  (four  "love,  why  I 
shtfflft  not  appoifttrt1ie-4*y  ; 
^The  mlifiage  life's  a  hltoTvnty 
N*  Ahen  both  one  way  do  v 

Thtjp  I  will  wed  mA^onstantaMg 
Viever  yield  to  fear.  , 

8&  here's  comes  the  waggdg,  t 
Hejre comes  the  waggon,  -  t  <• 

He^e  comes  the  waggon,  / 

Near  off  to  church  wh*n  rfcfigg 


Free  and  Easy. 

IM  the  lad  that’s  fret  and  easy 
Wherese’er  I  chance  to  be. 

And  1’U  do  the  best  to  please  ye, 

If  yoo  will  bat  list  to  me* 

So  let  the  world  jog  along  as  it  will. 
I’ll  be  free  and  easy  still. 

Some  there  are  who  meet  their 
troubles. 

Others  drown  their  carotin  drink 
Ail  one’s  trials  are  but  bnbbles. 
Fretting  forges  many  a  linfc. 

I  envy  neither  great  nor  wealthy, 
Poverty  I’ll  ne’er  despise, 
l  Let  me  be  contented ,  healthy. 

And  the  boon  I’ll  dearly  prise. 

The  great  have  cates  I  little  know  ef 
All  that  glitters  is  not  gold. 

Merit  is  seldom  made  a  show  of. 
And  true  worth  is  rarely  bold. 

"Why  then  waste  oar  time  in  fretting 
The  longest  lane  must  have  an  end 
Indust)  y  strives  hard  in  getting 
Stores,  for  fools  and  knave*# 
spend- 

l  care  for  all,  ytt  care  for  no  man, 
Xbose  who  mean  well  should  not 


You  toot  mb  from  my  dWjgHngt^ftr- 
yoatook  me  from  eachmend. 
With  you  it  la  henceforward  1  my 
every  hour  must  spend ; 

I  love  you,  and  you  love  me,  an 
together  we'll  abide. 

But  here  comes  the  waggon,  so  jump 
up  and  have  a  ride 
Yds,  here  comes  the  waggon. 

Here  comes  the  waggon. 

Here  comes  the  waggon. 

Jump  up  and  have  a  ride. 

And  whan  we  are  united,  and  around 
,  our  kneei  shall  play 
With  waggon  of  a  toy-like  form,our 
children  thro^ge  the  day. 

We'll  kiss  theirnature  painted  cheeka 
and  then  our  owu  ones  too. 
And  push  their  tiay  vehicle,  Ue 
workmanship  so  true* 

And  think  oftha  waggon. 

Think  of  the  waggon. 

Think  of  the  waggon. 

And  the  now  happy  bride. 


Ye  maidens  ell,  who  unto  men  de¬ 
vote  d  wivee  would  prove, 
before  you  have  them,b*  convinoed 
you’ve  gain'd  the  heart's  pure 
love; 

Andie*  (for  •#  it  sometimes  proven 
you  are  loft  in  tin  lurch. 

Be  sure  and  see  the  horses’  heads 
are  turned  towards  the  ehwcfc 
Then  alf  right  the  waggon, 
ill  tight  the  waggon. 


